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Bubblegum Fortunes 

Keep in step or you'll fall behind! 

What you wish for will be yours. 

Tum over a new leaf and start a garden today. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Don't accept rides from thrcc-legeed camels. 

You will never run out of money. 

You will run over your daughter's fool with a lawn mower. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Toxic waste is seeping into your city's waler supply. 

Don't fear change it's for the best. 

You will never be able to gel your wife pregnant. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Unexpected detour lies ahead. 

What you wish for will be yours. 

Neighborhood hoodlums will set your dog on fire. 

Angels guard your every step. 

A void power tools at all cos1s. 

Something magical will happen 1oday. 

Expect unexpected visitors. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Start a bakery if you can raise enough dough. 

There is a plane crash in your parent."' immediate future 



One of your eyes will be pul out with a coke botllc. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Look LO make a new friend soon. 

What you wish for will be yours. 

Tum over a new leaf and Slart a garden today. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Something magical will happen today. 

Your wife will be hospitalized for an incurable depression. 

Avoid going into snowstorms in your shorts. 

Angels guard your every step. 

You will get the present that you want 

Your sister's head will be severed in a car crash. 

Sears and Roebucks will take you to court for unpaid bills. 

Angels guard your every step. 

Marion Heller 
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Ode to a Deli Bar 
(Written on the joyous occasion of the birth of Her 

Majesty's newest Flagship Supermarket) 

Hark! Lovely muse, whose appetite serene 
Arc formed by heav'nly movements all unseen, 
We mortal souls do need our groceries 
To keep our tongues from hanging 'round our knees. 
Graceful Seraph, please protect the oaf 
Who sallies forth in search of olive loaf. 
His hungry gaze and salivating mouth 
For "HAMN' SWISS" would travel nonh or south. 
This soul has need of heav'nly aid to find 
A relish made of pickled pepper rind 
And surely every monal soul 'ere lust 
Would hold a prosciutto-tasting as "a must". 
And for those few whose appetites are fickle, 
They do but need some tongue on pumpernickel! 
And woe betide the man who'll surely die 
From never tasting turkey loaf on rye! 
Our lives would sorely miss the constant glee 
That's gained by finding good hard salami; 
Thus gentle soul, we beg of you this day 
Don't ever take our Deli Bar away! 

Anonymous 
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Pedro 

I slip through the rusLling bushes 
in Lhe night. You can never hear me 
glide across your backyard. 
It's silent, the only sound the sqcak 
of my shoes' step in the shiny mud pools 
underneath your window. 
I grope in Lhe ink-blot dark 
lo find a way lo gel inside. 
You don't know how close I am. 
Mornings I slither away unnoticed: 
I'm gone like a fading purple shiver. 

There are things you couldn't know about me. 
I live deep in the sleek black forest 
in a rolling wood shack. Soon I will taJcc you 
LO the muddy black waves of the river 
leading LO my sill-laden floor. 
I will show you what you don't know. 
If I could steal back even a small piece of me 
it would be worth all Lhis shadow-chasing. 
I'm as smooth as the silver flow 
of mercury rolling through your fingers, 
but I'm that residue you can't wash off. 
I'll make you weep. 

Ann Corbell 
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"Nyah, Nyah, Nyah" 
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Maureen Agostini 



False Predictions 

A Sweet Plum 

A sweet plum will soon faJI into your hand. 
Don't question this sudden gift, 
simply touch its randomly bruised skin. 
Ripe and swollen, it will rest in your hand 
until you are overcome by sensation. 
Certain and swift , the plum will fall. Know that 
even the sweetest plum in hand soon spoils. 
Don't question this sudden gift. 

Pinprick 

You are going to die from a heart attack. 

It won't feel like something stabbing at your heart, 
more like a pinprick. 
It may happen in a cab's back scat 
or in a dark hotel corridor. 
It could even happen out on the street in broad daylight. 
Location doesn't really matter though, does it? 
Whether cracked black vinyl, an unvacuumed rug, or 
a subway grating is the last thing your eyes see--
You will feel tht pinprick 
and as your heart deflates, 
you will realize 

no one is going to care. 
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Set Course 

Set your course, for there wi ll be no turning back, 
Take into account 

possible obstacles: 
pedestrians, brake failure, a heart attack. 
Don't 
forget, 
you must cling to the yellow line curving over the hill 
or you will fall like a car from an electric race track. 

Prepare to move forward. 

Prepare for speed. 

Marion Heller 
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Conformity 

Marcia Brady is wearing an obnoxiously loud miniskirt as she prances cown 
the apparently sturdy stairway in her fabricated duplex. It is just another rerun, an 
episode that I probably watched when the clothing and language styles were 
actually contemporary. Marcia may have been a trendsetter in her own time, an 
individual making a brave fashion statement. Although, it is highly unlikely · 
the Brady family never makes a strong statement about anything, preferring to 
provide light-hearted entertainment. The "Brady Bunch" is a family show, dealing 
only with the tip of any controversial iceberg. I can't possibly imagine the fresh· 
faced Marcia discussing her cocaine addiction or illegitimate pregnancy with her 
happily married, idyllic parents. The eight-member clan was the All-American 
family, exemplifying the image of upper middle-class bliss. 

Similarly, I was once very concerned with being uncontroversial and typical. 
My family and I had been living in Scandinavia for the past few years, and let's 
just say that my transition into the "American culture" was not quite as smooth 
as I would have wished. Instead, I returned to the U.S.A. and suddenly became 
acutely aware of my accent and foreign name. Both my brother Eero and l 
suffered the fate of having unusual names which were continually butchered by 
substitute teachers, doctors, dentists, and the various parents of our friends. I 
tried extremely hard to appeaar homogenous, wearing bland colored Levi's and 
pastel oxford shirts, my hair parted in the middle and flipped back on both sides -
pseudo Farrah. I soon became irritated with questions as to the spelling, 
pronunciation, and origin of my name. I cursed my parents with venom, why 
had they hated me enough at birth to give me a horrible name? I felt completely 
victimized, criticized for being different. Finally, fed up with feeling the need for 
red-faced mumblings correcting the auempts at pronouncing my relatively easy 
name, I changed the spelling. Any moron could have said it correctly at this 
point; however, I was obviously underestimating peoples' lack of intelligence. 
Therefore, I started answering to my middle name, which was also 
mispronounced, (it is Lea, pronounced "Lay-ah", not "Leah"}. 

In an effort to be more "American", I can remember begging my parents to 

cover our natural wood floors with fuzzy wall to wall carpeting, not the measly 
orientals that provided liUle cushioning. I wanted family portraits to replace my 
father's artwork on the walls. My friends considered my father to be a pervert 
because many of his etchings and drawings were nudes; couldn't he just look at 
nude women in magazines like other fathers? Why didn't he have a "real job", 
like a salesman who was away from his family for days at a time? Then my 
mother would not cook three-course meals for us but would merely order pizza or 
take Eero and me to Mickey Dee's (McDonald's). Maybe then l would be able to 
pronounce the foods that I was consuming and would not have to run across the 
street to my best friend's house to fill up on Twinkies and Manwiches. 
"Gourmet" was a nasty word in my vocabulary at this time in my life, just 
another element that kept my family from being what I considered "normal". 

Either I was a capitalist at an extremely young age, or learning the ways of 
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~cgotiation and diplomacy; I offered my share of the trip expenses planned for 
l c next summer in order to convert the sauna into a "L.v. room". However, my 
~arcnts flaLJy refused my offer and continued to sit out on the porch in nothing 
f ~l towels in the middle of December. It took a lot of explaining to convince 
;ends that by means of hypothermia, but were merely cooling off from the 140 

&rec sauna 

0 
Finally, when I was about sixteen, the sauna trauma escalated into a full-

e~gcd brawl. I had been driven home by "the most sought-after senior" in the 
enllre high school and as the car pulled into the driveway, I became exceedingly 
n~rvous ... "Will he kiss me? God, David St. George likes me - wow!" I thought 
: 1th bu_tterflies, (and a deep sense of satisfaction). However, my father and Mr . 
.. ~lmre1ch had gone skiing earlier that day, and were in the process of taking the 
n_tual-aftcr-ski sauna". Of course, not recognizing the car as we drifted into the 

driveway, and being too far away from the entrance to the house, they bolted into 
the bushes to the left of the house - with a clear view of David and I in the car. 
Ii I ~unced out of the car, smug and flushed, only to find Dad and Mr. 
h.elmre1ch laughing in the bushes. My father was having a hard time freeing 
.1rnself from the snowly entanglements of their hideout, and found the entire 

Situation much more comical than I, "You were both here the whole time? You 

bc
rne'.111 to tell me that you watched David and ... you were naked and .. .I can't 

heve you!" 

I had stormed through the house and made sure to slam my door as hard as I 
could; had to make sure that my dramatics weren't wasted on deaf ears. I refused 
to SpeaJc to my father for roughly two days, which was a first in my family, (we 
always "discussed things"). My vow of silence ended when David called me and 
3Sked me if I wanted to take a sauna with him at his house. 

I forgave Dad and started to slowly realize how foolishly I had been acting 
and Started appreciating some of the finer aspects of our Scandinavian customs. 

_Needless to say, long after David had entered and left my life, I came to 
reaJizc that my liberal parents had done a damn nice job of raising two children 
capable of making individual choices and decisions, not two "normal" children 
~ho_ were dependent and meek. I no longer despised our house, which was 

0
Umished in Scandinavian pine and white walls displaying Dad's artwork, the 
OOrs only covered by oriental and the sauna in constant use. I started salivating 

~t the thought of one of Morn's three-course gourmet meals, gladly inhaling the 
~- As a matter of fact, I didn't even mind having an unusual name: it became 

quite a conversation piece with members of the opposite sex - there are definite 
advantages to being ethnic. 

13 
I'll leave the Wonder Bread and fruit punch lunches in the den to Marcia 

rady and her all-American family. I'll take the land of the "midnight sun" and 
smorgasbords with a view of the fjords. 

Anja Kola 
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The Textures of Sleep 

I siL cross-legged on the archaic col, s1aring oul 
the window. I long for a voice; a mother's mezzo-soprano 

Louch, or his wann British Lones, 
bul al four in the morning only sleep could offer 

the LexLures of comfort. 

I squash the while bread meal into cubes 
before dipping the crust into peanul butler 

as I watch the shadows of the chestnut trees 
from lhe court yard stripe the creamy. wrinkJed walls 

of my self-induced prison. 

His lenor touch is three doors down; her 
sensual tones three thousand miles off; 

I could lransport myself there on imagination, 
but the doors leading oul of this suffocation 

only open to the smothering realiLy. 

I can feel the caffeine from one cup 
of black coffee rushing through the crowds 

of red blood cells, pushing its way to my heart; 
buzzing past my ear drums to the nape of my neck 
and then to my fingertips which knead the pillow 
as I chew on the straw-dry cube of tasteless relief. 

The traveler's mirage; a mild hallucinogenic 
lures me into the linen oasis, 

proving the trip fatal 
as I'm choked by the down duvet and cotton sheets, 

And confused by the safety of a locked door. 
I'll keep writing, but never describe my desperation, 

I'll keep chewing, but never taste the texture, 
I'll keep my eyes closed, bul never sleep-

UntiJ I watch the sky turn purple, 
then I will understand my mistakes 

but it will be too late to correcl them. 

Martha V. Johnson 
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T.V. Enchantment 
Rachel Cardella 



Whal of the work when the passion dies? 
Must the sculpting Slop because the model has left? 
Is remembering enough, 
Or must we invent a joy and taint it with sadness? 

What of the heart when beauty flies? 
Must we, like Yeats, blow out our brains 
With a loaded Gonne? 
And write while submerged in the sadness? 

What of the art of the heart that cries? 
Is its joy false happiness, 
And its pain too much sorrow lo put into words? 
Or shall we write from the void which the bln:;t made, 
Near the edge that is powder-burned with sadnc·ss. 

Becky Hempcrly 

Words 

Sprinting from my mouth, 
legs of sound 
running away 
out of control 
loo much ahead 
can't catch up. 
Tum the comer 
and hit 

splat 
against the wall. 

I feel the redness of my cheek 
from the slap of silence. 

Collin Casey 
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WLUV The Radio Date 

~: Hello, I guess you're looking for Miss Perfect, no, that doesn't put us in 
the same boat. After all I've been through I'm old enough to realize that there IS 
NO Mr. Perfect. I'm not really a realist, either, so if yot•'r~ lookii:s for a realist, 
don't call me. My name is Janet...l have this theory that I w~-~ named after my 
great-grandmother Jane, and that my name is just a g!or.fcation cf hers; an 
auempt to decorate the "plain Jane" reference. It's kind <'f We:: instant soup; just 
~dd the T and you have a new-and-improved label to add to ycur list of nam('S. 
~es are fairly superficial anyway. Don't you think? On, you neectn't agree 

With me, I can defend my own opinion. Umm ... .I hate that word, it's not really a 
word, but I hate it anyway ... Anyway, what do I like to do? I like to walk 
through really old ccme1.eries and look at the gravestones ... and I like to walk the 
~ch late at night when there's a fog , or early in the morning during a iow 
hde ... so I talk to the hermit crabs. Usually, though, I like to walk alo:ie, so 
You have to be a very quiet pcrson ... sometimes .. .l know that I expect a lot out 
of whoever you are, and that may be a bit presumptuous of me, but I have 
~ready told you that I am not perfect. As far as I see it, I'm not the ordinary 
&irly-girl, oviously ... I mean I'm not gonna take any shit from you. I'm also 
: 1 af~id of spiders--! have an adopt.cd spider, unnamed, who lives in my car. 
h' Y friend, Anna, wants me Lo seL him free; she says he'll starve if I don't let 
1?' out...l'd hate to see him die. Did you know that if you kill a spider it will 

rain? Do you suppose Noah killed 40 spiders? I'm not sorry if I offended you, 
after all this program is funded by 75% of my annual gross income, and I must 
be. f~irly entertaining for you to have lasted this long. Anyway, I'm not 
rehg1ous; I'm agnostic. I was brought up as a Unitarian but I only went to 
church when my mother had a free Sunday. I'll go into that when we meet. One 
?~ my classmat.cs from college once described me as "very Christian." I suppose 
~l s because I believed in hell as punishment if I had sex with a boy. It kept me 
tn gOQd stance with the Catholic boys for a long time. Please don't call me if 
r,ou are Catholic, I can tell right off the bat if you are, so don't try to fool me. 

rn very discriminating , aren't I ? Well I only have two more minutes to tell 
Y~u what I'm looking for in a man. I can't say that I have narrowed my choices 
With my interview because I know that you have had those proverbial ants down 
~our ~o~sers this past half-hour. You still don't know what I look lik~ and you 
aven t listened to a word I said because my voice sounds so sexy. Ill tell you 

?0
~ more thing now. I'm brutally honest, when I want to be. I'm not 

tnt!rnidated by the truth, or anyone else. This isn't my real veice, this is the 
~oice of my sister. I guess you're just going to have to caJI me to find out what 

rcaJJy sound like. I've presented many challenges in my life. And I've accepted 
rnany challenges in my life. Call me only if you're ready to face a challenge. 

Martha V. Johnson 
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The Negative Side 

TaJce one last hit and maJce the world collide, 
Dive one breath deeper into the snow 
And hit that point on the negative side. 

Think back to the first time you died, 
Flew so high you had to blow 
One more hit to maJce the world collide. 

On the piercing of a needle you began to rely, 
Shooting up for a high so low 
You could hit that point on the negative side. 

No longer in me do you ever confide. 
You let all of your feelings flow 
With that one last hit to maJce the world collide. 

You've never called out; always telling lies, 
Putting on the best of shows 
Til you hit that point on the negative side. 

Now that all of your veins have dried 
And left you with only one place to go, 
Take one last hit to maJce the world collide 
As you hit that point on the negative side. 

Collin Casey 
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The Swamp Thing 

I. Jack Dennett, you shouldn'l have come here. 
You authorize your fellow murderers 
To strip Lhc land bare. 
You dip your chainsaws 
Into the flesh of my people. 
With commercial-size hypodermic needles, 
You inject poisons into our veins. 
Novice doctors implant 
Cancer into our tissues. 

You come here lo collect your water samples: 
Proof thal the acid levels are not really that high. 
You ignore the fact that alligators 
Are near extinction 
Because their young die in the acidic swamp. 

Our lives are nol yours to take. 

It's time for the green millcnium! 

11. My skeleton of tortured roots 
And flesh of sodden weeds 
Carry my Spirit through the shadows. 
My lungs, heart, and brain 
Arc remnants of my human life. 
They are no longer needed: 
I am a Soul, 
Encased in branches, muskrat bones, algae, and plankton. 
Dislilled into corporeal form, 
I am the essence of the Swamp. 
I am ils protector, ils guardian, its vigilante. 
I give thieves and murderers rcspccl for their own lives 
So that they may respect ours. 

I am the Swamp Thing. 

Lisa Phillips 
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Rue 
smiles as 
I miss elms. 

"Sums 

are reams." 

Sir, real 
smiles are 
rum sails. 

Surrealism 

As Al lies: 

I am a 
miser, 

I mar a 
seal's smile. 

A sea rim, 
as I am, 

simile? 

Ann Corbell 
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The Love of Bananas 

A strong, green coat 
veils your flesh 
from sun-baked natives. 
Piled high 
upon their heads, 
baskets balance 
through jungle vines. 

Dancing rain beads 
from your sweet peel 
down. 
Allows your pure 
organic smell 
to penetrate my nose, 
and softly linger 
in my passionate mouth. 

Lisa LeBlanc 

Mum's Advice, or a Daughter's Lament 

I mustn't wink 
At men in bars. 
I mustn't drive 
So fast in cars. 
I mustn't drive -
Not if I drink, 
Which won't be for 
Some time, I think. 

I mustn't curse; 
I mustn't swear. 
And never, ever 
Cut my hair. 
I mustn't lounge 
Orbeasod. 
I mustn't once 
Forget my God, 
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And always talk 
To Him as "Thee", 
No matter what 
He says to me. 
I really ought 
Not leave the house 
And if I don't, 
I mustn't grouse. 

I mustn't eat 
So much junk food 
And, though I'm bright, 
I mustn't brood 
Or contemplate 
The atom bomb. 
And never once 
Upset my Morn. 

Julie Cipolla 
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Thanksgiving 

f' Dad O'Boyle was missing his left thumb. He lost it and the tip of his in 
tger -:Vhil~ working on his father's dragger. His hand got caugi1t in , 

1 
Ydrauhc winch. Two days later, finally on shore, Dad was told that it was too 
ate. There was nothing the doctor could do; Dad wore the padded cast for three 
~Onths. Now the time was over. And now it was Thanksgiving. Dad could 
Ind nothing to be thankful for. 

R ~e sa: in the old blue wingchair by the fireplace and stared into his lap. 
h.otaung his freckled ann toward the ceiling, he stared at the pink stub, where 
is thumb used to be, and thought to himself about all the bad things people had 

eve · 
r said about him--thought that they were all true. Even the smell of the 

~;key cooking couldn't keep him from remembering: "Dud, the dummy!" 
h' ud, the dingbat! " "Fuddy Dud"--all the names came ringing back, names that 
r:°gcd .on the Irish pronunciation of his first name, the name he had inherit<:<1 
.. om his grandfather. The teachers had called him dyslexic. Kelly had said 
:Yslexia" was just a fancy word for "dumb". Did she sense that he would be a 

hool drop out, even in the first grade? 
beca Going into tenth grade, he dropped out That was last fall. He had quit 
h' use he knew he was smarter than the "Fs" he was getting. But now he had 

•s doubts. Now he thought that maybe they had been right all along, maybe he 
W~s a "big stupid"--otherwise why would he have gotten his hand caught in the 
Wmch ... lf he had been smart he would have been in school and the accident never 
Would have happened. 

th Dad Stared at the braided brown and tan rug while picking the stuffing from 
e w~m arms of the chair and stared into space. He was not thinking of 

anything in particular; he was tired of thinking. The voices of the parade 
~~mme~ta~rs filtered in and out, "Now take a look at this beauty--all the way 

om lllmo1s ... 300,000 carnations!" 
the Dad was feeling sick. It was too hot by the fire so he got up, ~d swi~hed 
N channel, manually--the remote control was hidden somewhere m the plie of 

.ew England Fisheries magazines on the maple side table, along with the white 
Pipe cleaners and tin of Captain Black tobacco. Dad didn't bothered to look. 
but Still hot, when he sat back down, Dad thought about taking off his shirt, 

then decided not to. The commercials were on. 
He watched a red and white chuck wagon and a scruffy brown dog have a 

race, watched a space ship suck up a Coke machine. Then the football game 
carne on. 

Dad got up again, this time quickly, and snapped off the TV. Then stood 
and watched the picture collapse to a fading dot of light in the middle of the 
screen. Football was over for him. The one thing he had been good at, and they 
Wouldn't let him play because of his grades. 

Dad stretched and, with his arms almost touching the ceiling, let out an 
enormous yawn. But he wasn't even tired. Maybe that's why his eyes were wide 
Open when he stretched. Or maybe he had just forgotten to keep them 
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shut...either way he saw everything he had avoided looking at for months--t.hC 
seascapes, the whaling prints and the harpoon, the fish trophies on the wall--thcY 
aJI caught his eye. He could even smell the oily fish and the blood. It made 
him want to gag. Dad stared down at the cracks in the pine floor at the edge of 
the rug. Now he reaJly felt ill. He wandered toward the kitchen. Pat was still 
snoring on the couch, one arm flung across his eyes, his head resting on the 
embroidered pillow he had brought home last month from Nagasaki. He was in 
the Air Force, home on leave. 

Dad stood on the edge of the brick patterned linoleum where the kitchen 
joined the living room. He was tracing the fake mortar with his eyes. Dirt 
nestled in the depressions. There was one deep triangular scar in the noor 
between the table and the wall. That was where Dad had dropped the rolltoP 
desk. It now stood to the right of the fireplace. He had helped his father carrY 
the desk in, but when it had gotten too heavy and the trim had started to cut into 
his hands, he had lost his grip and dropped it. The square oak foot had gouged 
into the floor. His father had yelled at him, "Jesus, Dad, look what you've done 
to the new floor!" He had gone running to his room. He was only twelve. 

Dad looked at the scar in the floor. Somehow now, it didn't look as deep, 
Maybe his mother had filled it with Butcher's Wax--she had always been nasty· 
neat in the house; she was always washing and waxing the floor. That's why M 
had cried when he dropped the desk. He felt like he had hurt her. His father had 
hit him for that. 

Tears were blurring his eyes when he looked up and for a minute he thought 
someone had turned back the clock. In front of him in the kitchen his mothe! 
was standing with the oven door open, poking the turkey with a long handled 
fork. She had on her usual Thanksgiving outfit, a blue skirt and a white apron, 
and her long red hair was, as it always was when she cooked, knotted on top of 
her head. He thought that in a minute she would shut the door and turn to hilll 
and say, "Daddy, my lad, go get ready now, the dinner's about done." J,Je 
shuffled forward in his moccasins and felt the heat of the oven through hiS 
dungarees. And then she shut the door. But when she turned, it was not a smile 
she had on her face, and it was not her. 

"So, what are you looking at? Why don't you help set the table? DO 
something for a change--don'tjust stand there looking dumb!" His sister's harsh 
voice slapped him back into the present. But he just stood there gaping. 

She went to the refrigerator to get something and pushed him to the side, 
"Come on, get with it! " 

He shut his mouth, but still didn't speak. Just like when he had dropped out 
of school. He had not said anything, just didn't go back. Finally his father had 
gotten the point Dad stared at the floor. There was a piece of carrot under the 
stove. 

Kelly turned quiclcly from the sink and handed him a tall glass from the 
orange dish strainer: "Here, at least pour your own millc." She practically threw 
the glass at him. . 

He reached out quickly to grab it with his left hand, but forgot about h•S 
thumb. The glass crashed omo the floor 
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. "Oh, Dad, you are such an idiot!" He bent down to start picking up the 
P•eces. Some had gone under the long wooden kitchen table. Kelly went to get 
the broom. 
b "Watch out," said his sister, and she bumped him on the bottom with the 
room. "I'll clean it up. Just go change your clothes. You look gross. Haven't 

You learned yet that red flannel doesn't go with red hair?" 
Dad, said nolhing, threw the piece of glass into the waste basket at the end 

of the counter, and left the kitchen making as much noise as possible, which 
wasn't hard. He was big for fifteen. 

. In his bedroom, Dad shut the pine door behind him and walked over to the 
Window. Outside in the swamp the cattails were turning brown--in a day or two 
they would be puffy "bombs." He stood at the window and thought how he 
;ould like to cut a ragged tan cattail and hit his sister with it, like he used to. 
dio boss her around and threaten her. Why did she act so great around him? Who 
. d she think she was anyway? She was only three years older ... But Dad knew 
ll was useless; Kelly was an honor roll student and was very popular in high 
:hoot The only time he got any peace was when she went out on dates, and 

at wasn't too often because his father always wanted her at home, cooking or 
something. 

Dad watched a mockingbird sit on the handfe of the red wheelbarrow about 
~en feet from his window, a sure sign of rain--the mockingbird always used the 
~w for a birdbath. Dad watched the bird's throat wobble and then he wrestled 

With the window, wanting to hear the song. But when the window gave in, it 
was with a bang and a rattling of the weights, and the bird flew away over the 
~wamp. For a minute all was quiet. Then the bird trilled, and the wind blew. 

ad could hear the marching band drums and the twanging voice of the 
announcer at Quantum Field among cheers: "That was Bobby Donohue on the 
~any ~or fifteen yards .... " Dad slid the window back down--he was getting wet, 

e Wind was carrying the mist into his room. 
Dad walked over to the other side of the room and flopped down onto his 

bed. He lay still for several minutes with his face buried in his pillow, and then 
~Oiled over, and ran his eyes around the room. A school banner with the words 
h ~Yfield Mustangs" was fading on the wall along with a Beatles poster which, 
aving lost a tack, was hanging lopsided. Even Joe DiMaggio looked old; he 

Was over by the mirror, on the opposite side from the ten Certificates of Merit 
--Pat's certificates. Dad skipped over the window with its blue cotton curtains 
and his brother's dusty trophies to the closet. 

The closet was the only thing in the room that was really his, that and the 
r~ rug. On the outside of the closet was a U-2 poster. Inside was the milk crate 
wu~ his football, his Ralph the Motorcycle Mouse book and his camping 
:uipment. Other things were there too, but these were the most important 

ings. Even part of the rug was on the bottom of the closet--he had kept the 
scraps when they cut it to fit the room a year ago. Dad sat up, kicked off his 
moccasins and ran his thick toes through the long shag. He thought, as he had 
man . Y limes before, how lucky he was to have the rug. 

Dad had found it when he rode his bike to the dump one Saturday afternoon 
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to talk to the recycling man who put the bottles through the glass crusher. He 
had spotted it rolled up at the side of the big metal bins and asked the man if he 
could have it. "Mr. Tagg," said Dad, "that rug over there, the big red one--what 
are you going LO do with it? 

"Dad," said the man, "if you can get it home, you can have it." 
Dad had gouen Pat to help him bring the rug home in the truck. Pat had 

been on leave that time too. Dad had been lucky, and lucky that Pat didn't mind 
putting it in his room. Still, Kelly had made a stink about the rug saying, "You 
got that at the dump and want to bring it into the house? Are you crazy?" She 
had wanted them to take it right back to the landfill, but Pat had ended the 
argument: "We11 clean it, Kelly--Dad wants it in his room." And that had been 
the end of that. His father didn't even see it until a month later when he went to 
wake him up one moming--it had been 4:30 instead of 4:00. He had overslept 
and that was all his father had cared about. Dad shut his eyes. It made him tired 
just thinking about going out on the boat. In fact, it made him tired to think. 
He would stop now. 

Dad got up and went over to his bureau and pulled the drawer open (he 
always left the drawers open a Jillie bit now so that he could just grab the middle 
and pull). Then taking out a faded blue flannel shin and a clean T-shirt, he 
headed for the bathroom. 

In the bathroom he balanced his clean clothes on the edge of the tub and 
used the john, making sure he was neat. Kelly had posted a sign at eye level 
that read, "If you sprinkle when you tinkle, be neat and wipe the seat." She had 
wrinen it in three lines of black capital letters--had taken down the picture of the 
willows his mother had painted .... Dad zipped his fly carefully then took off his 
red flannel shirt and hung it over the shower bar. Of course he knew he didn't 
match, but the red flannel was his best shirt, the least worn, and his favorite 
color. It was cold in the bathroom and the fan was humming. Dad stepped over 
to the sink. 

Dad pushed the button of the Barbasol can, and a combination of air and 
foam flew out onto his fingers; it was the end of the can. He dropped the empty 
container into the wicker wastebasket to the left of the sink and rubbed the blob 
of foam around his face--it would have to do. Dad swung the mirror out and 
reached into the medicine cabinent, got out his razor, ran it under the water, and 
started to shave. He shaved at least twice a week because both his father and 
Kelly hated beards. 

Dad moved the blade slowly down his cheek to his chin, carving a road in 
the foam and then he made another slow sweep down his face. Then went back 
to the first sweep. The razor was dull. He nicked himself. Kelly had been 
shaving her legs again. 

Dad changed the blade and continued, but in a minute cut himself again. 
The razor just wouldn't go the right way in his right hand. He gave up on his 
chin. 

It had been Kelly's fault that he had gone out on the dragger. He never 
would have gone, hac! she not pressured his father to an ultimatum. He would 
still be pumping gas at the 7-Eleven. And gas pumps didn't eat thumbs. Dad 
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s~OOd shaving and hating his sister, and cut himself again, as he stooped over the 
sink in front of the mirror. That was it, he was finished shaving. Dad put the 
meta1 razor down on the blue vanity with a bang. 

Looking around for some toilet paper or a Kleenex to dab at his cuts, he 
found nothing--they were out There was not even any under the sink. His eye 
rested on the blue shirt, with its worn collar pressed neatly, balancing on the 
tub. It was his sister's favorite shirt--she had given it to him for Christmas three 
Years ago. He picked it up. 

Standing for a minute in indecision he stared at the shirt but then shook out 
th~ folds and ran hot water on a sleeve. Then after dabbing his face, threw the 
~hin into the wastebasket, not caring if his sister found it or not. If she found 
ll, he thought, she would probably just hang it back up in his closet again. 
b Dad came out of the bathroom wearing the red shirt, happy to be out of the 

lue room. He hummed as he walked out into the kitchen and his red beard was 

sprouting on his chin. Kelly was mashing the potatoes. 

Julie Hoogeveen 
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Allergy 

The BEE was buzzing around the COLORFUL garden; 
He would stop at each segmented colony--
Delivering and receiving--

MY MOTHER adored him--
For he so diligently wove her a crest of honey; 
And he never complained--

We provided him with a house, 
A glowing while box--
Perched on the outskirts of our acres of green--

He came and went--
We always knew when he was around, 
Because a sweet aroma would fall from his flat--

We were never to invade--
His privacy-- but one day I was 
Feeling kind of lonely--
And I wondered, 
How it would be to talk to him--

I walked to the patch; 
Where he was busy working-
He noticed my existence 
Flew at me in a flurry--

The next part is vague; 
I felt an aching as I fell to the ground-
We both sat and struggled 
But neither survived--

I remember seeing my mother; 
Tears in her eyes--
As she cradled the BEE, 
And walked over me. 

Rachael Wilcox 
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Clamnat Hill 

An albatross wind flaps circular, 
lifting rusty spray, 

and the burning eye stares: 

Steam eddies among corrugated muck 
and muscleless shells, 

and wingless metal birds drip with oil, 
each bead severing a weld, 

and on the strand a skeleton sculls, 
racing the umber sky. 

Julie Hoogeveen 

Christmas 1968 

I awake in my room glowing with red. 
Outside my door, unfamiliar voices 
speak words I do not understand: 
"Plasma," "Transfusion." 
Heavy, hurried footsteps 
and the clatter of metal 
echo throughout the house. 
Can it be Santa and all his toys? 

Clinging to my bear, I slowly open my door: 
My father on a bed of neatly folded sheets 
is wheeled by two unifonns in white. 
My mother follows lips tight, eyes tense. 
I step back as they pass, and without a word I watch 
as the two men in white quickly pause 
to wrap a red woolen blanket around my father 
before continuing outside to the glistening snow. 

Marianne Bulger 
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I Wander Lonely As A Whore 

I wander lonely as a whore 
That slinks along past pubs and then, 
I hear what I've not heard before: 
A mob of blust'ry drunken men; 
Along the lane, beneath the sign, 
Staggering and dancing in a line. 

Their eyes are bright as the sun that throws 
Its brightness on a distant bay, 
And as I watch, their frenzy grows 
And I'm inclined to join the fray. 
Ten thousand are beneath the lamp, 
And one is calling for a tramp! 

The dogs beside them dance, but they 
Out-do the yipping curs in glee:-
A strumpet could not be but gay, 
In such a jocund company. 
I gaze - and gaze - but little know 
What wealth I'm getting from this show. 

For oft, when on my bed I'll lie, 
E'en at the risk of seeming lewd, 
I'll talk of how each man did cry! 
There is no bliss in solitude 
When there are sovereigns to be made; 
This is the nature of my trade. 

Julie Cipolla 
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Actually ... 

little depends 
upon 

a garden 
device 

left out in bad 
weather 

next to farm an
imals 

Tia Kennedy 

Meditation 

In Media, 
One Nation 
In Motion. 
An Odd Notion, 
Mom And Dad 
Needn't Mind. 
A Note--
NO! 
MIA 
Men Not In Median. 
Note Name . 

... A Dead End. 

Marianne Bulger 
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Transformers 

"We were working on an experimental circuit board, on what's called wire 
wrap board~. transformers, and we were using this tool, it's called a wire 
wrapper, that looks sort of like a crochel hook, only it's about .i.s heavy and as 
sharp as a fish hook. Anyway, we were using this tool to gel a grasp on this 
hair thin wire we were using to connect one circuit pin to anoL'1er. You pick up 
the wire with the hook, you know, and then you wrap it around a circuit pin of 
one type and then you lead it over to another pin of the same type. So we were 
working, me and Pete and this other guy that worked for me, I forget his name, 
but we were working, real late at night, probably around midnight, we'd 1,een 
ther maybe twelve or more hours that day, getting real tired, and I guess Pete 
just got kind of careless, cause somehow the wire wrapper slipped from the 
circuit pin he was working on and it went right up his eye. Well, me and the 
other guy didn't know what to do. I mean, Pete was practically unconscious. We 
couldn't figure out if the thing had gone into his skull or what. So this other 
guy gets on the phone, what was his name? But this other guy gets on the 
phone and calls up the infinnary, which was in another building about a couple 
of miles away. We had a nurse's station in our building, but like I said, it was 
real late at night, around midnight or so, and the nurse's station had long since 
closed down. So in the meantime, while this other guy's on the phone, l'rTl 
trying to look up the guy's eyelid to lo see how far the damn thing went in. And 
I could, I could see right up his eyelid and there was the hook resting right 
against the bone. Didn't catch on anything at all. This other guy's yakking awaY 
with the infirmary and they're telling him they want us to load the guy into a car 
and drive him over to the infirmary, wire wrapper and all. I yell back nothing 
doing, they can get off their kiesters and caJJ an ambulance. They won't call an 
ambulance. Company liability. They don't want to pay for anything. This other 
guy gets off the phone with the infirmary, they weren't going to do anything, 
and we just stand there and look at each other for a minute. Then we decide we're 
going to pull the thing out ourselves. I mean, by this point Pete was half dead 
with pain and there was no way we were going to move him, what with the wire 
wrapper hanging from his eye, without killing him. I mean, the hook wasn't 
caught on anything. What we did, we had the guy lying flat on his back, was trY 
to manuever it down out of his eyelid. And we did. Took awhile, but the thing 
just slid right down out of his eye. Kind of messed up the comer of his eye a 
little, but that was about it. The guy was damn lucky it didn't catch on anything. 
I don't know how much damage it would have done. We didn't know what the 
hell we were doing. So anyway, we get this thing out of him, pack him up in 
the car and drive him to the emergency room. Couple of stitches, clean the eye 
up a bit, and the guy's fine. No big deal. Scared the hell out of me." 

My father puts down his drink. He slides it over to his left hand. I try to 
picture my father's left hand pressing against Pete's face as he maneuvers the 
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~ire Wrapper with his right hand. I try to picture his wedding ring and school 
ring gleaming beneath the plant's norescent light, just as they are gleaming 
~ow. I look at the tan skin on the back of his hand, the square cut nails, and the 
not of blue veins which begins at his wrist and continues on beneath the rolled 

~p sleeve of his starched shirt. I try to picture this hand pressing against Pete's 
ace, not too hard, but just enough to balance himself as he slides the hook down 

out of Pete's eyelid. I can't see it 

Ugly Sculpture 

A dissembled head's 
cardboard brains unfold 
against white plaster. 

A scalp peels onto its face 
whose features have melted 
to a brown-black curled paper mass. 

Charcoaled temples fret over the spillage. 
Accordion ridges fonn a furrowed brow 
to contemplate the disintegration. 

Ann Corbett 
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Scallops 

We wade in the knee-deep ;;ea of low tide 
cooling our reddish-brown skin. 
The water is crystal cold and 
we shiver at Lh:! s~dden chang~. 

The ocean's clear to the sandy floor 
covered with a granule carpet 
that's speckled with tufts of sea weed. 
Scallops appear a'i rocks, 
scattered and donnant 
in their undersea dmlf..'l 
until we disturb them. 

We each pick one up. 
Their shelJs are CO'N!red in salty mo.ss, 
but a rust while and brown pattern peak£ through 
its green velvet sheath here and there. 

I run my fingers along h.s fanshaped edges 
and suddenly 
it snaps at me, 
opening quickJy, then clamping itself shut tightly. 
I scream and then laugh a:; it. falls 
plop below the surface. 

You laugh at me and then let out a yelp 
as yours sn:ips too. 

Braver now, we pick up another a;i<l wait for the bite. 
Its soft innerself is exposed for a bnef second 
as it snips at us angrily. 
You stick your finger between its ridged scalloped clinch 
and we admire its hidden self-
the white smooth muscles, 
the wavy lips lined in a glistening tan. 
with jewel blue dots. 

We'd like to keep one, 
but know that in saving 
the blue would fade, 
the muscles would dry 
and only the outline of beauty would remain. 
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We drop it back and watch it 
propel itself through the water 
with continuous clamping motions 
until it finds its niche in the sand. 

Heather Holmberg 

Green Water 

A white ceramic bathtub stands 
Like arid desert seas, 
I hesi talc to fill the vacant span 
With water, bearing memories 
Transfiguring the past. 

My pine-green terry towel lies draped 
On tarnished silver bars, 
I drop the stained white bathrobe on the stool 
Below the shelf of herb-filled jars 
Replacing morphine phials. 

A sweet pink "Roses-Roses" fumes 
From ornamental cakes, 
I wrench the iron water faucet knob 
from dormancy to wailful wakes 
Releasing streams of ice. 

As if my white ceramic coffin's drawn 
From moss-green tinted pools, 
I slip across the dirt-worn childhood years 
When Grandma's house was full of ghouls 
Dying all the water green. 

Manha V. Johnson 
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The Old Guitarist (Picasso) 

Night collides with day 
in a blue symphonic nightmare. 
With arthritic fingers, 
one hand violently 
grips the neck 
while the other playfully dances 
with the strings. 
The Requiem draws 
all remaining strength 
from his cantoned body. 
This lullaby cries for a man 
who went to sleep 
eighty years ago. 

Lisa Phillips 

What to Do About a Severed Finger 

If you should accidentally sever a finger from your hand with a meat cleaver, 
a butcher knife, a paper cutter, a pair of scissors, a pair of gardening shears, an 
axe, an electric power saw, or any sharp object at all, if you should pull one of 
your fingers out of its socket, rip it right out in its entirety, pulling the joint 
that holds the finger to the hand apart, ripping the cartilage with a loud crack, 
unravelling the threads of skin that encase your finger, son of in the way you'd 
pull a chicken wing apart, wrap the finger in a plastic sandwich bag and place it 
in the freezer so it will stay fresh and can be sewn back on again later. 

Marion Heller 
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Suburban Lament 

I want to live in a great, big place 
that won't shut down at twelve o'clock; 
where dashing men and smarter women, 
smoking jackets and graceful gowns 
blend in tango or flashing foxtrot 
on each yellow/red/green-lit curb. 

I want to live in a great, big place 
where the cabbies' reckless driving 
terrifies only unseasoned fares; 
where speeches, later reprinted 
in history books, are often declaimed 
during the workingman's lunch hour. 

I want to live in a great, big place 
where ballets are performed nightly 
and poetry's read on every hour 
in the bayside red-light district, 
or a gazebo, in case of rain 
or another raid by the fuzz. 

I want to live in a great, big place 
where buildings don't just scrape the sky, 
but charge through, unafraid of any 
UFOs or storms or sinking 
and smoke can billow from the manholes 
over dragons and opium dens. 

I want to live in a great, big place 
ruled by seven wisest people. 
Since everyone is man-of-the-hour, 
I, in turn, will be the hero. 
Sword in hand, I'll guard the city 
and I'll be struck down memorably. 

Julie Cipolla 
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At Tea-Time 

I suppose I'm happy ... I just think it's a waste of time to be otherwise. 
mean, why read into everything? Why suffer? It won't make a difference 
anyway. 

I sound very shallow, don't I? Sometimes I think I am shallow--but 
actually I know I'm not. I'm deep about many things--but just because I'm not 
pessimistic or skeptical doesn't mean that I don't THINK about things. 

Are you listening to me? I suppose I am protesting a bit too much, aren't 

I just believe the world is a beautiful place. The other night I was looking 
out my window on the third floor, and it seemed as though I could see for miles 
beyond the little Dutch roofs. And I was thinking how beautiful those roofs 
were--silhoueued against the half-dark sky. Then, suddenly, an incredible array 
of colours shot upward above the houses-- it was a sky rocket of some sort. 
Ahh ... tears came to my eyes. Darling, the world has many ugly bits to it, but 
you can't let that stop you from noticing the beautiful bits. 

Listen, it's much easier to be pessimistic about everything--and it's much 
easier to doubt everylhing--but why slip into that? Everyone does it I refuse 
to. I'm happy, and sometimes I feel so lucky--1 wonder why God or whomever 
gave all this to me. I don't deserve it. 

Could you pass me the tea things? Would you like a cup? ... milk? Yes, I 
get depressed sometimes and I feel miserable. Some days when I'm nackered 
after a long day at work, I come home to this empty house--and you're not 
here .. .! just feel numb. Everything slips out of focus and becomes pointless. 
And you know what I do when that happens? Iron. Ironing doesn't require any 
thought At those times I love to iron my ties--all of them. They each have a 
special significance auached to them. The one you hate with all the daisies on it 
--the one I wore when I was "Head Boy" at Kingswood--the one from Cambridge 
--the one my brother threw up on in Ireland ... And then I feel remorseful. But it 
goes away. It does. 

Oh, let's stop talking about this, we've been over it already. Shall I read to 
you now? 

Michelle Vaughn 
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Old 

when i open the door 
to the wann room 
the smell of old wood 
and pungent perfume 
a candy dish sits 
by the bed always full 
there arc so many sweaters 
of soft knitted wool 
and too many kerchiefs 
of delicate lace 
and just one woman 
with a soft puckered face 
jewelry on the bureau 
in a big wooden box 
and in the top drawer 
my own baby locks 
there in the comer 
a worn old chair 
that's where she sat 
with a permanent sLare 
she moved with clll effort 
complained of the cold 
i thought to myself 
this is it--this is old. 

C. Alice Spencer 
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The Salesman 

There was this man 
turning the comer 
wearing this big coat 
and as he stopped to say 
hello, he was unbuuoning 
and throwing aside flaps 
to show his Merchandise. 

Watches -- silver, 
gold, Rolex, Timex, 
Seiko, Snoopy, 
and Mickey Mouse -
all leaped from their 
little holes in the 
trench coat lining. 

Futherdown 
he hid a stash 
of shiny little knives 
that darted and thrust 
into the yellow glare 
from the midday sun 
before he sheathed them again. 

He smiled at me and said 
he'd show me what 
special things he kept 
in his baggy pockets, 
if I'd care to see the 
Really Good Stuff he saved 
only for Special Customers. 

Before I could answer, 
he reached in his hip pocket; 
his opening fingers revealed 
one thin ring 
that shone gold 
in the afternoon light. 
He reached for my hand. 
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His palm was large, 
scaly, and rough. 
llis long fingernails 
scrat.ched my finger 
as he slid the ring 
past my knuckle --
and quickly withdrew. 

llis eyes grinned under 
his wide-brimmed hat, 
then he turned away, 
his coat jingling behind 
the music of 
wat.ches, knives, rings, 
and his cocky stride. 

Ann Corbcu 

Lady Fingers 

Long, sleek, they draw, 
like pencils grabbing paper. 
A quick rush, moving, 
then slow and silenl. 
Dancing gracefully, 
on ivory roads. 
Sending songs, 
that tap my cars. 
Stand firm, 
display your jewels. 
As ladies snap, 
feel. 

Lisa LeBlanc 
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When dhows tip on the midnight mud 
and a bilge drains 
and donkeys crunch prawns high on the tideline, 
the bui-bui ladies lie and listen lO the island: 

To the cannons rusting enemy-less 
to the fish wandering in mangrove traps, 
to the wind rustling palm thatch, 
caressing limeblock walls, and 
sliding through carved doorways, 
like sultans in silk. 

Night clouds hang in the sky 
high and blue-black, 
but there are no fnot decorations tonight 
and the bowl-shaped moon fades too fast 

Then al dawn the Pwani mosque sings a prayer 
and the ladies light the gikos 
bang the sufurias making chai and andazi, 
and bring morning into town. 

Soon the children at school will chant the ABC's 
and the barge will come 
with flour, kimbo, and wazungus on holiday. 

Al the Hapa Hapa 
a waiter will squeeze a passion fruit, 
slice tiny ndizi 
and go to the wharf to bargain 
for crabs and lobsters 
but he will talce his time. 

On the streets the sun will dry the puddles 
from yesterday's rain, 
slowly, so slowly, 
and old men wearing kikois will lean on the museum's pillars 
talking, pole pole. 
Hapa Lamu, haraka haraka haina baraka. 

Julie Hoogevecn 
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My Life in Clippings 

"Mrs. Crawford, please keep your fingers in the bowl." If the women would 
stop gabbing for a second I might be able to do something nice to the 
fingernails God must have ignored. I press her fingertips finnly back into the 
cleansing dish we use to loosen the dirt out from underneath each nail. 

"How about fire engine red today, Mrs.Crawford?" You old bat 
"No, Penny, daaaling, the saame pink coraal as usuaal." 
Mrs. Crawford's fingers are like fat pink sausages before frying. Her nails 

are long, and brown underneath from age and two packs of cigarettes a day. It 
really grosses me out. I like to make the ends as sharp as needles and hope that 
she'll scratch herself to death one night in bed. The pink polish flows easily 
over each dagger I have created. Maybe she'll spear her husband instead. 

"Pennay! Stop squaezing my haand so tightly." I loosen my grip on her 
claws. 

I used to love creating beautiful hands. Rebuilding rhe mess often created 
by some oral fixation was an art to me, and the thouht that I could add 
something beautiful to society and mankind was important. And the money 
isn't so bad for a girl who quit high school. 

But I've decided that I hate fingernails. The sight oi a half-bitten nail or 
gnawed cuticle repulses me now. I feel like pulling the nails right off each 
finger on Mrs. Crawford's hand. I want to just grab hold of the nail with some 
clippers and yank it right off. 

I guess what has really gotten to me are the people who come in here. The 
older women are the most pathetic. Their aged hands :ire bent and gnarled into 
the most uncomfortable looking positions, and they come here expecting me to 
create beauty and youth. But I don't work miracles. I try ironing their hands 
straight by slipping my palm into theirs and squeezing so that all their fingers 
are forced to stand in erect positions. Old women's hands are soft and mushy. 
almost as if they have rubbed them continually with cream to try and smooth 
away the wrinlcJes. Subtle colors are the best for them. Tinted Pearl doesn't 
draw attention to the hands. But once I release their hands, their fingers resume 
the same old djstorted position, like when a spider draws up its legs to protect 
itself. It really pisses me off beccause that messes up the fresh coat of polish I 
just spent ten minutes putting on. It just isn't practical to think I could sit there 
and hold their hands whlle it dries. 

Then there are the men who come in for a buff and clear polish as they sit 
and try to stare down my blouse. As I file their naHs into half moons, leaving a 
successful looking edge of wealthy white, I hear the same old thing. "Interested 
in having dinner with me tonight, Penny?" Or, "What is a beautiful girl like 
you doing in a place like this?" It would be terrific, I mean, I'm not one to pass 
up a free meal, and generally these guys are really wealthy. But if you are 
lucky enough to find one that isn't too bald, overweight, past middle age, or 
gay, he's married. There are a couple of regulars that come in all the time. One 
guy is a flaming fag, but he claims that if he ever thinks about becoming 
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bisexual, I'll be the first one he calls. Teriffic, that's all I need. However, I'm 
getting pretty desperate. The kind of men that get manicures are the kind of men 
mothers warn their daughters about. Besides, men with nail polish really turn 
me off. 

. But what really cracks me up the most are the teenybopper girls who come 
tn and want "falsies" put on. They want lhe extra long length. I'm tempted to 
use Krazy Glue one day, so that these stupid girls won't ever be able to remove 
~ e litUe plastic shovels from their fingertips. They have me paint them bright 
Ptnk, red or orange, thinking it makes them look twenty-five instead of sixteen. 
One girl asked me what color dye I used on my hair. Then I was using Burnt 
Chestnut, but I told her it was Morning Auburn. I used it once and it turned my 
hair orange. 

I guess it's all these people living under such false pretenses that is driving 
rn_e away from this job. Oh, don't get me wrong, this isn't some big moralistic 
trip I'm on. People arc always going to try and be something they aren't I just 
think I need to move to an area of the arts that doesn't encourage this. I've saved 
a~ the nail clippings I've lalcen off in the past five years. I have this really neat 
trick where I catch all the clippings in my cleavage as they fly off. Then when I 
&et home, I just empty out my bra. I've gotten really good at it, and everyone 
w~nders how I keep my manicure area so neat The only problems with this 
~ck are the iLChing, which I solved by wearing a larger bra so all the clippings 
fu, and then trying to keep it subtle so no one knows what I'm doing. I've 
&~ttcn it so perfect that now I can aim the clipper in just the right direction 
Without having to stick my chest suspiciously out. I think that is how the 
Problem with men coming on to me started. They probably thought I was 
lllaking a move as I shoved my breasts under their noses. 

I think I'll try to make a sculpture out of all the clipping I've saved. You 
know. something really symbolic, like a huge pair of nail clippers. In any 
event, manicuring is out. 

Tia Kennedy 
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La Cassetta 

La ciua della mia infanzia 
era una casseua per le scarpe 
piena di carta velina 
e pasLelli spezaui 
molto tempo fa. 

La citLa della mia adolescenza 
era una cassetLa musicale 
che solo suonava musica immaginaria 
perche erano spezzati gli accordi. 
Ho perduto la chiave 
molto tempo fa. 

La citLa della mia giovinezza 
e una casseua delle leuere 
piena di indirizzi 
e busLe vuote 
ho leLLo le leuere 
molto tempo fa. 

La citla del mio futuro 
sara una scatola di colori 
che solo possiede le tinte primarie 
e un pennello da pittore pulito 
cosi potro creare un quadro nuovo 
sul tempo che fu. 

The Box 

The city of my childhood 
was a shoe box 
full of tissue paper 
and broken crayons 
long ago. 

The city of my adolescence 
was a music box 
Lhat only played imaginary music 
because I lost the key 
long ago. 
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The city of my youth 
is a mail box 
fu?I of addresses 
and empty envelopes; 
I read the leuers 
long ago. 

The city of my future 
will be a paint box, 
containing the primary colors 
and a clean paint brush 
so I can create a new picture 
of long ago. 

Martha V. Johnson 
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Adam's Rib 

Talcc a piece of bone. 
Compress, knead, mold, bind. 
Emphasize strength and endurance 
for additional support. 
Such a painslalcing effort 
to create a new design. 
However, 
bone - so solid, resolute -
was never meant to be repressed. 
Its very strength rebels 
against its constraints 
and strives for symmetry. 

Marianne Bulger 

a break. . .f rom work 

a few minutes of solitude spent in the company of the damp 
breeze and my thoughts of you. 

the soft background music is supplied by spattering rain as 
it plummets to the pavement outside and joins in the 
chorus of busy sounds that drift from the kitchen. 

they remind me that soon I'll be encircled by people and 
pans, preparing for the next onslaught of diners. 

a few minutes of hectic activity that totally occupy all my 
faculties and tap all my energy. 

the anticipated rush of adrenaline allows me to exert myself 
fully before it ends my break ... from thoughts of you. 

Amber Swope 
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Spring Thaw 

"Snow's coming," Jim says as he wakes me. I already know this. I feel tllC 
changes. We both do. 

He keeps telling me that he loves my eyes, the way they change from brow" 
lo green when we make love. 

• •• 
I think of my grandmother sometimes. She was the first to warn me a~111 

winter's dangers, especially suffocating while necking in a car with the eng•~ 
running. Then, her eyes turned cloudy. As I saw her less, I convinced mysel 
that her cataracts were al fault 

I have a picture of my grandmother and her first husband. He wears his af111Y 
unifonn. She wears an overcoat. She looks bored. It is snowing. 

1 I have always assumed that her first husband died in the war. Only recentlY•.
1 

realized that he would have enlisted in peacetime and in peacetime, such a frat 
man would have become a chauffeur or typist. This did not bother me then . 

• • • 
He says that green is the color of spring and life and hope. I joke that lllY 

birth control pills are green and he gets pissy. 
I have been told I have my grandmother's eyes . 

• • • 
As I wallc the five blocks to work, I see my face reflected, pale except for lllY 

red nose and checks, as I pass a shop window. 
I see my grandmother as she looked just before death, her skin translucent as 

a junkie's. ·f 
I see the lighting fixture over our dining room table, then I see the makesh• \ 

clothesline noose, then I see Jim. I know he is blue and dead even though 
cannot see his face. The coroner's tag is already hanging from his big toe. . ,

1 
I see a professor whose nose ran as I talked with him in the hall and I d1dll 

know what to say because I didn't want to stop thinking of how cute he was. 
And I see myself entertaining guests and I catch my finger in the l(rUP5 

grinder and it pulls me in so slowly I don't realize until far too late. 
My boss tells me I drink too much coffee. I thank her and sit down at roY 

desk. 

• •• 
I hurt him more than he hurts me. My grandmother would have dismissed 

our acidic "discussions" as cabin fever. Jim calls it condo fever. It is roY 
prelude to spring fever. 

Jim sees it as the problem. He is wrong. It is the means . 
• • • 

As he looks into my eyes the last time, he says they are a bright, clear gree11
• 

I tell him this is because I've been crying . 
• • • 

I always know when spring is coming. I feel it like old people feel the 
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roac~ of storms in their bones. I feel an impatient energy of being, of spirit. 

n n W:nter, I grow fat and lazy. I hate myself for my laziness and I attack 
,l)'S<:1' and th ·• o crs. 

• •• 
g Jim and Dave talked about their jobs while Fran and I talked JX)litics. Fran's 
s~eatest ~bition was to be Elizabeth Dole. She was only in my house because 
g e was J 1m's sister. Her husband seemed to grate on Jim and their conversation 
i rew more heated. I called Reagan an impotent, reactionary asshole to get Fran 
;~o _the fray. As they left, l felt a twinge of gOJilt. I realized that I shouldn't 

Wlipulate people I don't like. 

• •• 
1'~ Wish ~·ct hung a picture of my grandmother on the wall. She was right. 

re?,-:: times wht.n one needs one's family. Especially in winter . 
• • • 

becr\f~r two weeks of silence and three hours of arguing, I am leaving. I :im 
f ,0 i:nmg u million particles of snow and ice. I howl through the building, 
~CCzing ~e locks of neighbors I never liked, painting the window of the little 

Y upstairs in frosty snowflake patterns. I vanish into the grey, thawing nlght. 

Sweet Cherry Pie 

"Sweet as cherry pie, wild as Friday night," 
red lips cooed through the smoky air. 
The room swayed under the slow, heavy beat. 
Sweet Cherry Pie sang on wild Friday Nights-
deep coarse chords in her wilted rose dress, fighting 
thoughts of you. You were the only one there, 
sweet as cherry pie and wild as Friday nights. 
Red lips cooed through the smoky air. 

Tia Kennedy 
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A rushlightjlickering and small 
is better than no light at all. 

Wheaton College 
Norton, Ma. 02766 


